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X JUST GOT A LETTER FROM 

COUSIN OLAF FLINTSTONE IN THE 

MOUNTAINS ! HE INVITEP US ALL 
IE SKI LODGE ror THE 


TO TH 
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AIN'T THIS SNOW, )WHATS SO TERRIFIC = 
RRIFIC,, GIRLS F /BARNEY ALWAYS GETS |: 

METO SHOVEL THE | 

- ~ DRIVEWAY : 


DON'T WORRY ABOUT IT, Y HE THINKS , 
BETTY ! LLL TEACH HE DIP, BETTY. 


! I WON THE BED- 
Fock OnyMeIes YEARS Aco! 


HE TRIED ON A PAIR OF SKIS 


PA 
ONCE AND SPRAINED HIS ANKLE! 
3) TIEN ug BEI 


EVER SINCE THEN, HE 


EN 
ANEXPERT! 


AS..T 
JUMP 


Coa RAINES g. 588i, 


Fe} 7) 
Crue b ae 
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«+. WE GONNA ; UH...ULP.-.WELL 
M-MAY BE L 


UH 
SKI DOWN THIS = 
SHOULD START. 


MOUNTAIN LIKE 
YUH SAID = You Steeles 


FRED ISA BIG 
ISHOW- OFF 
DOWN WITH 
EYES CLOSED 
LIKE THAT! 


oH,wow! & 
HE'S AREAL 
HOT-D0GGER! 
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US FLINTSTONES \ 1 ALMOST THOUGHT 
CAN TAKE PAIN | F THAT FORA MINUTE, 


KNOW BETTER! 
ISH! | LET'S TAKE A LOOK! 
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SO SCIENTIFIC, 
HEE HEE 
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FRED | 


* AO ON YAS ¥ "DEAD ABAT. 
VhLA |) SECRETARY 7 = 
J 7 
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TIED FOR LAST PLACE! | I'M BUSTED, 
r HAD THE WINNER, GENTLEMEN }| SHORTY ! ' 
‘ME TOO, 
| : 
ae 


THE ONLY ONES WHO CAN 
PICK A WINNER ARE THE, 
OWNERS AND Jockeys! 


WE BET ON TODAY ! 
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STROUBLE'15; RACIN’ 
3 


RIGHT, 
RUNT! 


Veet movin’, ono! 
IF YADON'T. «+ 


LSET, 
cet 


REA 
BARNEY |. 
~ GOIN! 


You 


/ JUST SO HE DON'T 
RUN UNDER ANY 
TREES, FRED! 


LISGEN, KID,60 LI JUSTHAD MY 
SLOW OUT THERE ) TEETH SHARPENED, 
OR WE'LL BUST ¢ PUNK! DON'T 
YER LESS ! TRY TA WIN ! 


OU, I SAY, THAT ISNT i 
SPORTING OF ELINTSTONE!| | 
WE MUST D/SQUALIFY 
HIS ENTRY | 


i GET STEAK FORA MONTH 
AND THE 6055'5 BED! 


Ses 
[LMIER:. ono Ip win tHe RACE 
FRED! IT WAS YOU WHO 
GOT-DISQUALIFIED | 


’Thanks for the dinner, dear, It was delicious,” com- 
plimented Fred as he hopped up from the table and 
gave Wilma a fast peck on the cheek. “I've get te rush 
down to the bowling alley te Lprinatradimgare 
team teurnament, bowling 
plained Fred as he dashed ional the hall alee 

“Slew down, Fred,” said Wilma. “I don't see why 
you're so excited about this bewling tournament. 


You've won plenty of others!” 

. “This one is different,”* answered Fred as he ied 
open the closet door. First prize fs a big,- solid, 
imitatien, geld trophy. I've never won a trephy befere. 
Barney end | and Joe Slate and Tem Shale are the 
finalists. | really want that trephy, se I've got te prac- 
tice, practice, proctice!”” Fred sold.” 


“Wilmal Where's my bewling ball? | know | put it 
* im the cleset! I can’t bow! without my own ball” Fred 
bellowed. 

“Are you certain that it’s not in there?” asked 
Wilma as she walked over te her husband. “I saw it in 
there just a little while ago when baby Pebbles was 
playing near the closet.” . 

dust then, there was a loud crash in the living reem. 
Fred and Wilma rushed inte the other room to see what 


She wants te bowl just like her daddy does!" 
“if they.ever have a bowling tournament for babies, 

“1 guess we'll have to enter Pebbles. She's a bowling 
addict already,” replied Wilma as she fixed the table. 
“Yeu can come and watch Daddy and Uncle Barney 
win the bowling champienship on Saturday night,” 
Fred promised as he handed Pebbles to Wilma. “Right 
new, Daddy has get te practice, practice, practice!” 


Fred scooped up his bowling ba! roomed out of 
the house like a flesh of lightning. When he get out- 


“There Is no time to explain,” replied Fred. “It’s get- 
ting late. Tomorrow is the championship match. Let's 
get down to the bowling alley.” 


iley. 

vos You're in great form tonight, Freddie, my bey!” 
complimented Barney when the two pals reached the 
@lley and started to bowl. “You've got six strikes ina 
raw. You're dynamite!” Fi 
"Watch me set off another explosion, Rubble, old 


buddyl"’ answered Fred ax he picked up his bowling 
the lane: Fred releused 


flying! It was Fred’s seventh strike in a row! 
“We'll kill Slate and Shale temerrow night,’ an- 


| the final 


frame. ~ 

* “You'll have to bewd for me, Barney,” Fred said. “t 

can’t even hold the ball.” 
“Rubble can’? bewl for you,” laughed Joe Slate. 
“The name on the card reads: Flintstone! If Flintstone 

fese and the trophy is ours!” 
ente the alley while 
arguing. She pushed Fred’s ball and it 
the pins. 

kid ts bowling in your 


‘on the cardl’* 
Pebbles’ boll 
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ESA SO? WHAT'S 
IE. STOOP WRONG & 
AGAIN! 
YH fi A: | 
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(eh 
I THOUGHT YOU SAID 
HE WAS A DENTIST! 


WILMA, Ces 
FRED KNOW WHAT 
es DOING? 


WHILE THE CURTAN Was: 
CLOSED, BARNEY STUCK FALSE 
glen Be HOLES IN THE 


> - 
LOOK, HE'S OKAY! HEMUSTA 
Doze OF I'LL TOUCH Hl a. 


H-HOLO ir! BARNEY MUSTA GOOFED/ 
HE WAS SUPPOSED TA SQUEEZE UP TO 
THE TOP OF THE BOX WHEN T STARTED 
SAWIN'! 
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>) 
Nhe’, 
Cry 


N-NO....HIS G-GHOST 
1S IN THERE! 


W-WILMA, BARNEY'S 
GHOST WENT 
c-caazy! 


SEE, I WAS SUPPOSED TA PUT FAKE 
FEET OUT THE 1 AN! GCRUNCH- UP 
AT THE TOPO! iil paths DID THE OPPOSITE. 


SCRUNCHED OOWN AT THE BOTTOM 
WHEN YA SAWED THE BOX! 
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WILYA THROW THAT 
MAGIC BOOK AWAY; 
FRED? YOU CAN'T DO 
magic! 


THREE, THERE'LL BE A RABBIT 
SITTIN'ON YOUR 
HEAD! 


YW S ; ; 
GOOD MORNING, . ABACADABRA! wen x count ta 
MR, SLATE, WE'RE FIVE- THREE, YA'LL HAVE 4 RAGBIT 
MINUTES EARLY SOI WANT SITTIN' ON YOUR HEAD! 
‘ FUNTSTONE. 


SEE, MRS SLATE ? DON'T 
YA FEEL A LITTLE HARE? 
UH QH... 


